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a Canadian boy, called Jack Tipping who played a guitar, a Mr.Plowright and a young 
fellow, called Ed Wigmore, who played mandolins. That was quite a band in those days. 
 During the interval, after lunch was served, there was quite a lot of singing and 
reciting. Mrs. Chapman came to us and asked if we would sing some of the latest songs 
for them. We did so and after the first line or two the guitar and mandolins played in 
accompaniment. We had to sing two or three songs before they were satisfied. We 
thought it strange that so few of the Canadian or American girls and women could sing 
but hardly ever sang in public at all. We had been taught to sing ever since we could 
remember. 
 That was the last dance of the winter for us. More snow fell and we had to stay 
home. Our only exercise was snowballing and racing down the trail and back. We had to 
get out in the fresh air. We often thought of the beautiful moonlight nights of the summer 
and fall. As December wore on, we started to think about Christmas. We could not go to 
town to buy presents, so I decided to make something for each member of the family. 
Knitting seemed to be the best thing. I had a smoking cap for my father, which I had sent 
from New York by our brother there, he had also sent a few other gifts. He sent us a 
boxful of useful and ornamental things and lots of candy. Included were papers from 
London, The Graphic, and the London News, so we fared better than some of neighbours. 
 We were all sorry for the little girl across the fields’ she was seven years old and 
had no toys of any kind, no candy, nuts or apples. We got a large stocking and filled it 
with everything we could except a doll and went over Christmas Eve. It was a joy to one 
child at least. 
 There was no school where we lived and she was the only child of school age, so 
we offered to teach her. She was bright enough and very intelligent but not keen on 
learning so we had to bribe her with sweets to get her to learn anything. In the very cold 
weather we could not get throught the deep drifts across the fields. One night her parents 
took my sister to a party some miles away and I offered to keep Lily and teach her 
another lesson. She was not in the mood to be taught anything as she wanted to go to the 
party. She was very fond of bread and jam, so I promised her a large slice of bread and 
jam before she would do anything. Then, I was surprised at the ease with which she 
learned what I taught her that night. When the lesson was over, she looked at me and said 
where was  that bread and jam? She told me that she and her mother had not had any tea, 
sugar or butter, or jam all winter but her Daddy always had his tobacco. I gave her more 
bread and jam, also weak tea, when she was quite happy, going to bed without a murmur. 
I had expected to sit up and coax her to bed. She was really one of the smartest little girls 
I had ever met. Quick to see and hear anything and so quick to learn when she wanted to. 
 We had lots of prairie chickens that fall and in the winter a few partridges. These 
were very good eating and we enjoyed them. Some I stuffed and roasted, others I made 
into stew, but my fathers favorite was a chicken pie. We never tired of them as we did the 
